
Art and Pugilism Meet in Pink Tea Ring;
Adepts at Biff and Bang Qualify as Critics

MenWhoHaveMade Their Reputations in the Marquis of Queens-
berry Game Consent to Give Their Professional Opinions of the
Work of an Artist Who Strove to Portray the Fine Points of Their
Profession, and Result Is an Interesting Afternoon forAllConcerned

By Torrey Ford
TEA fights and prizefights have

few points of similarity. For
the moment we are rather

stamped to name one individual in¬
stance where the two forms of recre-

ation overlap. But it doesn't mat¬
ter. We have seen a prizefighter at
a tea party and that's enough.
Whafe more, we have seen Jimmy

De Forest, the trainer who groomed
Jack Dempsey for the Toledo blow-
out, chaperoning a bunch of hia fel¬
low pugilists through several rounde
of a regulation studio art-tea-and-
rausic afternoon, With our own

eyes we have witnessed the unusual
spectacle of a positively prominent
light-heavy ex-champ explaining
across the tea table to a pretty little
bobbed-baired miss thc difference
between a body jab and a hook to
the jaw.

Scene Worthy of History
We have seen all this and survive

to set the matter down for posterity.
As a chronicler of the historic scene

we feel that we deserve some small
niche in the Hall of Fame.

But the public is instinctively in-
credulous. We shall have to parade
all the details in full view before we
can hope to gain the confidence or

faith of a single reader. And then
only may we plunge recklessly in on

the spectacular moments of the
merry afternoon.^
Miss Louise Vermont has a studio

at 11 East Thirteenth Street. Miss
Vermont is a delightful hostess and
a gifted singer.very much of a

regular person. Among her friends
there are artists, writers, actresses,
college professors and other profes-
oional folk. For one purpose and
another she occasionally gathera
these friends together.

Last week Miss Vermont sent cut
mvitations to a private exhibition of
the paintings of James Chapin, a

young artist whose works have not
as yet been presented to the public.
Besides the art there waa to bc tea
and music between 4 and 6. Friends
ind art critics were invited.and al-
.nbsi as an afterthought it was de¬
cided to include some pugilists.

Their Piace as Critics
Not that pugilists are regarded as

expert balancers of tea cups on the
knee; nor in the greater field of art
does fame hang ponderously on their
words of praise or condemnation, but
there are circumstances where one

pugilist at a tea is worth half a

dozen fighters in the ring.
Among Chapin's paintings, it

seems, there were four prizeflght
pictures ."The Knock-Out," "The
Count/* "The Attack" and "The
Kandlers." While the critics were

judging art values the pugilists
might air their views on the tech¬
nical perfection of the canrasefe.or
so it was planned.
With this ln mlnd, engravedl in-

vitationa were sent out to Benny
Leonard, Freddie Welsh, Jimmy De
Forest, Tex Rickard, John the Bar¬
ber, Bill Brennan.-in fact, the very
aristocracy of the fistlc world.
On the gala day Jimmy De Forest

waa the first to arrive at the studlo*

"Sorry to be late, folks," sald
Jimmy as he dashed in tbe door at
.3ve minutes past 4, perspiration
hanging to his brow. "I always like
to keep my appointments on time.
But the train was late comin* over

frora Fhllly and I eouidnt make it
any sooner."

Why WeUb Was Late
Jimaty's tardineas was mild com¬

pared with that of Freddie Welsh.
At a q-rarter past 6 Mr. Welsh had,
not pot in an appearance. Over the
p]»a» ht explained that ht thoaght

all parties, even tea parties, began
at 8 p. m. He had noticed the "4 to
6" on the invitation, but thought it
must be a mistake. As a matter of
fact, he was buttoning himself into
his open-face clothes at the moment,
preparing for the grand entrance.
Other fighters were not so cau-

tious nor so punctilious. They
sifted in gradually, along with the
regular studio patrons, and tried to
puzzlo out why they had been in¬
eluded. As soon as tho word was

passed around that nobody was ex¬

pected to make a speech or stage a

bout, or do anything but enjoy the
partyj the caulifiower ear aggrega-
tion made a few wild stabs at fad-
ing into the background.
Which is a wholo lot harder than

QNE of the ladiea ts being shown by Jimmy De Forest.c*/5?» ?*Vl*°?ey f trainer, where the knock-out punch lands.-bfic man t m the least care even for Jimmie's (jentle tap onher chin
it sounds. Picture, if you can, a

welterweight dropping softly on a
low divan beaide on elegantly
gowned lady who persists in asking:

"Oh, Mr. Prizefighter, don't you
really think Chapin's horizon lines
are too deliclous?"

"What's de idea?" whispered one
big husky to his pal. "What's de
idea, anyhow?"

The Puzzled Professor
And at the sarae moment we saw

a history professor from New Vork
University trying to determine defi¬
nitely any possiblo reason for all
the ceremony with which he was be¬
ing presented to a man whose only
claim to fame was that he had stayed
twelve rounds with Jack Dempsey.

But Miss Vermont moved aimbly
among her guests and reconciled
differences with a wave of the arm

or an encouraging smile.
"Come, tell us what you think of

the fight pictures, Mr. De Forest,"
she urged.
And Mr. De Forest did, surround¬

ed by a mixed group of persons
whose interest in applied boxing
was a complex of comparatively in-
stantaneous development,
'Teah," sald Jimmy, "them pie-,

tnraa am *u right Thnt'* tha very

blow that stopped Jess Willard.the
left hook to the jaw. See how he's
got on© foot in the air, gettin* ready
to smash in wid his right? That's

j Jl/IR. CHAPIN is a fight \j *YJL fan as well as an artist, '.
and the four -panels here re- \
produced are his interpreta-

j tion of four striking mo-
ments in the ring. The one

j at the upper left is called,
j "The Attack"; next in order
is "The Knock-Out" said by

I Jimmy De Forest to be the
j identical blow with which
Dempsey first felled Willard.
The remaining two are "Thc
Handlers" and "The Count"

^the wallop that brought the knock-<
out."
"What is a knock-out, Mr. De For¬

est?" asked a lady who thought
every one ought to know a little
nbout everything.

"It's the finish of the fight, lady."
"But why is it the finish?"

On Her Pretty Chin
Jimmy tried to be patient and at

the same time drive his point home.
"It's when you get soaked there,"

he said, reaching over and tapping
his questioner on her embryo double
chin, "so hard you can't get up to

f take any more."
"But I shouldn't like that at all,"

eaid the lady, who didn't even seem
to care for Jimmy'g mild tap<

"No, I don't suppose you would,"
confessed Jimmy in an intimate
burst of confidence.
"How does it feel to bc knocked

out?"
Another woman had entered the

field.
"It don't feel at all, lady. Just

nurab and useless and sort of dis-
couraged."
For a few minutes it looked as

JAMES CHAPIN, whose
*J ring pictures attracted

the fighters

though Jimmy De Forest was going
to carry the day alone. But the
other pugilists, noting the enthusi-
asm for first-hand information on

their trade, came out of their cor¬
ners and mixed in freely with the
ladies. With the artists, the poets
and the college professors backed

off the scene, the fighters had th
stage to themselves.

Questions and answers flew abou
the piace with unnatural speed.
Here a pug explained noisily to

an excited audience of two what a

tame sport "rassling" was; there
another discoursed with equal can-j

Lord Robert Cecil a Retiring Leader
POLITICAL experts disagree as

to the future of Lord Robert
Cecil. He is one of the most

interesting figures in British life to-
day. Interesting in personal ap¬
pearance, interesting in hia attitude
toward life, interesting as a political
leader, Lord Robert is watched by
thousands to-day.

Tail almost as Carson, he ia not
an imposing figure as he stands in
Parliament or on tbe public plat¬
form. Rather careless in his dress,
shonlders slightly rounded, he seems
timid, bashful, retirlng. Of noble
ancestry, he comes of a family which
has long influenqod English political
life. He is the son of the Marquis
of Salisbury, Prime Minister of Eng¬
land, and cousin of Arthur J. Bal-
four, another Prime Minister. His
university education was obtained at
Oxford. Born and bred a Conserv¬
ative, he is one of the most liberal
of present-dsy statSsmen.

Ket far rwoowl frota Horatio

Bottomleys isthe Parliamentary seat
of Lord Robert Cecil, but in political
thought thousands of miles separate
them.

^

It is one of the curious freaks o£
life that Cecil should be regarded as
the great hope of the present demo¬
cratic movement in England. His
is a wonderful mind. His sense of
justice is keen edged. Sometimes he
seems almoBt fanatical in his desire
to be fair. Not only does he see and
put all the arguments on his side, but
he sees those of his opponent*. His
regard for others is so large he
weakens his own case. Fiery in his
zeal for the success of some ideal,
such, for instance, as the growth
of the League of Nations, he will
listen patiently to hi3 critics and
then calmly restart his work of con-
version.
Lord Robert ia not a great poli-

tician; he is in the forefront of the
statesmen. Hia political destiny will
show whether a man can be poiit-
ically honest and still become tho
leader of England. The question is
whether a atatesman can command
tha political support of his country-

men without making political bar-
gains compromising his political
ideals.
With things as they are in Eng¬

land to-day Lord Robert is dissatis-
fied. He may revolt from the party
which has been the political faith of
his family for generations or he may
attempt to revolutionize that party.
There is no better friend of Amer¬

ica in England than "Bobby" Cecil,
as his intimates know him. He is
just over fifty years, young aa states-
men go in Britain. He might have
been the present British represent¬
ative in Washington had there not
been domestic difficulties in the way
.of a trivial nature, but impox*tant
when the social nature of the post
is considered. Lord Robert is a man
of peace, not a pacifist. He is an
idealist, not a visionary. He is an
independent, but not by preference.
He stands for a policy, not one of
political opportunism,
Lord Robert's great interest is in

foreign affairs. As representative
of South Africa at the Assembly of
the League of Nations ia Geneva he

J threw himself into the work with a

passionate ardor that swept most of
[tbe delegates along with him. He
knows every detail of the. covenant;
he knows exactly the attitudo of all
the great statesmen of the world;
he knows the practical side of inter
national affairs; he knows all th*
difficulties confronting the league.
And still to-day he is more of an
enthusiast than ever. Nobody con-
siders Lord Robert a crank or a
fanatic.
Mr. Wilson and Lord Robert are

good friends. They understand each
other. Had Lord Robert been in
Mr. Wilson's piace he must have
adopted different tactics in his?
handling of the Senate. For proof
of this one has only to recall his
attitude in Parliament when meet¬
ing the challenges of hia critics. He
knows the art of give and take, re-
treat and counter attack. Lord Rob-
ert is never completely bowled over.
Neither does he retreat to the point
where he must abandon his policy.
iHe *vill do much for Anglo-Ameri-fcan relation*

tf~\NE of the guests demon-
^ strating to a fair tea
drinker the difference be¬

tween a jab and a hook

dor on the vaudeville features of an

"amachure" night. Off at one side
a young' lady who didn't look like
that kind at all, was being urged to
"hit 'em in the pit of the stomach
and then 1am 'em on the nose."

If the day was ever to be saved
for art, some one had to make some

quick motions.
We stepped up to an intelligent

appearing pugilist and led him over

j to one of Chapin's portraits. It was
a color study of a girl's head and
shoulders.

"Well, what do you think of
that?" we asked.

"She's got a wide chest," he said,
and that was all we could get out
of him.
We led another fighter up to a

group of Iandscapes and waited for
hia comment. None came. We
urged him a little.

"Like the fight pitchers better,"
he grunted.

"But don't ,vou think those'
iclouds are rather.rather nice?"
j "Oh, them's clouds, eh?" The
fighter broke away and fell into a

cbnversational clinch with a lady
who ,was willing to let him direct
!the conversation himself.

Tea at a Dincount
When tea time came there arose

a difficult situation that might have
taken on an alarming aspect if wise
provision had not been made. Not
a prizefighter could be found who
would confess to a preference for

jtea. Not even was there one who
had a mild leaning tow&rd the bev-
erage.

"Coffees my stimulant," said ore.
"Coffee for me," said another.
"I'll take mine long nnd black,"

said a third.
j Fortunataly thera wae coffee,

j without whicb no tea partyprizefighters could attempt succej' And there were little iced cakes th1sandwiches and pink candies.
"Don't overeat, boys," Wp va5f

Jimmy De Forest wam some of W
friehds.

lt was in tiie tearoom that we m*
the little bobbed-haired miss
ceive her preliminary instructiocs irsafe and sane body punche». Jjw
that could bc dei iveni without*^
ping the guard.
She sat demurely behind a hu*»

copper samovar, pouring tea »:
dropping in the sugar and le0r!with the precision of a grand »»
dame. Across the way oa aW
(the ex-champ balanced hi3 coffee cap
on the left knee and tried to thro*
off a general air of being perfectiY
at home.

Cave Man Staff
We get official credit for theintro.

duction, though by the look oa theex-ehamp's face it was only a oa**.
ter of seconds before he would have
been ready to waive all fonaalitta
"So you're a prizefighter?" sbebe-

gan.
"Yeab, and it's a great sport, tiie

it from me," said the ex-chaop,
"It must bo thrilling!" SQe w.

couraged him.
"Worse than that, ma'am. Aac

better, too. It's a sport for a rtn'
man."
"What is your favorite shot?" the

girl asked".
"Shot?"
"Your favorite s-troke. I don-

know what you call it."
"Oh, you mean me prize punefc.

Well, I'll tell you, lady, as 8 genera.
rule I favors the jab, but for the
knockout I takes de hook. It's sum.'
"But what is a jab and whatisi

hook?""
"I better explain to you right hea

You might as well know now u
later," said the ex-champ, parkia?
his cup on the table and choldng
down the last of his iced cake. "For
a jab you throws your nritt m
straight this way.see? You don*r
put no weight behind it, but lots of
beef. For a hook you comes up tl
way with a twist. Now you do it"

An Apt Pupil
And the young lady did, rifift

across the tea table, without distnrb-
ing a eup or jarring a plate.
"Ah, you broke your knuckla or

that one," warned the ex-chamj.
"Keep your thumb inside, and swing
wide."

If it hadn't held up service at tbe
tea table so completely the bobbed-
haired miss might have taken a ful!
lesson in body punches; but she had
to go on and pour tep.
For the musical interlude we

squeezed in on a sofa between twc
fistic gentlemen. During the ren-
dering of "Deep River" both of then
sat with rapt expressions, cigar?
hanging from their jaws.

"I'll say she can sing all right,''
said one, "but can she dance?"

Quite by force of habit we took

out a cigarette and started to Ut**
it, when some one whispered in 0°-*

ear:

"Say, there's free ones up on Us
mantcl."

At 6:30 we left the party. Not*'
of the prizefighters had made »

move. They were having too good *

time. It wasn't every day in t**5*
year that they got invited out W M
art critics, and they intended w

make it last as long as the law wett.'
allow*

"But, gee," one of the fighteW *¦'

reported to have .said as he start**
down the stairs, "the eats \**»»*
mach, was theyt" _^m**-*1


